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1 { 
SCENE 1. Mrs. Mechlin's Houſe. 
Leud Knocking at the Door.) 
Enter Jenny. 
AP, rap, rap, up ſtairs and down, from morn- 
ing te night; it this ſame Commiſſary ſtays 
much longer amongſt us, my miſtreſs muſt een 
hire a porter. Who's. there? 
Simon without. 

Sim, Is Mrs, Mechlin at home? 

Jen. No. [Opens the door. ] Oh, what is it you, 
Simon ? l 

Enter Simon. 

Sim, At your ſervice, ſweet Mrs, Jane. 

Jen, Why you knock with authority; and 
what are your commands, Maſter Simon ? 

Sim. 1 come, Madam, to receive thoſe of your 
miſtreſs, What, Jenny, has ſhe any great affair 
on the anvil ? Her ſummons is moſt exceedingly 
preding ; and you need not be told, child, that a 
man of my conſequence does not trouble himſelf 
about trifles. 

Jen. Oh, Sir ! I know very well you principal 
aftors don't perform every night. 

Sim, Mighty well, Ma am; but notwithſtanding 
your ironical tneer, it is not every man that will do 
for your miſtreſs 3 her agents muſt have genius and 
parts: I don't ſuppoſe, in the whole bills of mor- 
tality, there is ſo general and extenſive a dealer as 
my friend Mrs, Mechlin, 

Jen. Why, to be ſute, we have plenty of cuſto- 
mers, and for various kinds of commodities z it 
would be pretty difficult I fancy to 

Sim Commodities l Your humble ſervant, ſweet 
Mrs. Jane; yes, yes, you have various kinds of 
commodities, indeed. 

Jen. Mr. Simon, 1 don't underſtand you; 1 
ſuppoſe it is no ſecret in what ſort of goods our 
dealing conſiſts. 

Sim; No, no, they are pretty well known, 

Jen, And to be ſure, though now and then, to 
oblige a cuſtomer, my miſtreis does condeſcend to 
ſmuggle a little 

Sim. Keep it up, Mrs. Jane. 

Jen. Yet there are no people in the liberty of 
Weſtminſter that live in more credit than we do. 

Fim. Bravo. 

Ju. The very beſt of quality are not aſham'd to 
viſit my miſtreſs, 

vim. They have reaſon. 

Jen. Reſpected by the neighbours, 

dim, I know it. 

Jen, Punctual in her payments. | 
Jim, To a moment. 

Jen, Regular hours. a i 1 
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Sim. Doubtleſs. 

Fen, Never miſſes the ſarmant on Sundays. 

Sim, 1 own it. 

2 Not an oath comes out of her mouth; un- 
leſs, now and then, when the poor gentle woman 
happens to be overtaken in liquor. 

Sim, Granted. 

Jen. Not at all given to lying, but like other 
tradesfalks, in the way of her buſineſs, 

Sim, Very well. 


you infinuate ? Look you, Mr. Simon, don't go to 


reputation of our 
Sim. Hark ye, Jenny, are you ſerious ? 
Fen. Serious! Ay, marry am J. 
Sim. The devil you are 
Jen. Upon my word, Mr. Simon, you ſhou'd 


not give your tongue ſuch a licence; let me tell 


you, theſe airs don't become you. at all. 

Sim. Hey-day | why where the deuce have 
got, ſure I have miſtaken the houſe; is not this 
Mrs. Mechlin's ? | 

en. That's pretty well known, 

im. The commodious, convenient Mrs. Mec':- 
lin, at the fign of the Star, in the pariſh of St. 
Paul's ? ; 

Jen. Bravo. 

Sim. That commercial caterpillar ? 

Jen. I know it. N 

Sim. That murderer of manufactures? 

Jen. Doubtleſs. , 

Sim, That walking warebouſe ? 

Jen. Granted. 

Sim. That carries about a greater cargo of con- 
traband goods under her petticoats than a Calais 
cutter ? | 

Fen. Very well. 

Sim. That engroſſer and ſeducer of virgins ? 

en. Keep it up, maſter Simon. 

im. That foreſtaller of bagnios |! 

— Incomparable fine ! | 

im. That canting, cozening, money-lending, 
match-making, pawnbroking [Lend knocking. 

en. Mighty well, Sir : here comes my miſtreſs, 
ſhe ſhall thank you for the pretty picture you bave 
been pleaſed to draw. 

Sim, Nay, but dear Jenny 

Jen. She ſhall be told how highly ſhe ſtands in 
your favour. a 
Sim. But, my ſweet gi [ Knock again. 

en. Let me go, Mr. Simon, don't you hear? 
im. And can you have the heart to tuin me at 
once ? C | 


| Jen. Hands off. N N 


Jen. Very well! then pray, Sir, what wou'd | 


caſt reflections upon us; don't think to blaſt the 


— — — oo 


— 
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/ Tu — articles. yo 
nter 'Mrs, Mechlin, followed 
' Coachman, with ſeveral — in « Capucbin, 

a Bonnet, and ber Clothes pinned up. 

Mrs. Mech. So, huſſy, what muſt I ſtay all day 
in the ftreets ? Who have we here! the devil's in 
the wenches, I think —one of your fellows, I ſup- 
poſe———OQh, is it you | how fares it Simon? 

Fen. Madam, you ſhould not have waited a mi- 
nute, but Mr. Simon | 

Sim. Huſh, haſh ! you barbarous jade—— 
Ja. Knowing your knock, and eager to open 
the door, flew up ſtairs, fell over the landing-place, 
and quite barr'd up the way. 

Sim. Yes, and I am afraid I have put out my 
ancle.-Thanks, Jenny; you ſhall be no loſer, you 
flut. Aid. 

Mrs. Mech. Poor Simon Oh, Lord have mercy 
vpon- me, what a round have 1 taken !---1s the 
weach petrified? why don't you reach me-a chair, 
don't you ſee I'm tired to death? 

Jen. Indeed, Ma'am, you'll kill yourſelf. 

Sim. Upon my word, Ma'am Mechlin, you 
ſhou'd take a little care of yourſelf; indeed you la- 
bour too hard. 

Mrs. Mech, Ay, Simon, and for little or nothing : 
only victuals and clothes, more coſt than worſhip. 
w— Why does not the wench take the things from 

the fellow ?—Well, what's your fare? | 

C:ach. Miſtreſs, it's honeſtly worth half a crown; 

Mrs. Mech. Give him a couple of ſhillings, and 
ſend him away. 

Coach. I hope you'll tip me the teſter to drink? 

Mrs. Mech. Them there fellows are never con- 
tented ; drink! ftand farther off; why you (mel! 
already as ſtrong as a beer-barrel, 

Coach. Miſtreſs, that's becauſe 1 have already 
been drinking. 

Mrs. Mech. And are not you aſhamed, you ſot, 
to be eternally guzzling et You had better buy you 

ſome clothes. Rad 

Coach. No, miſtreſs, my honour won't let me do that. 

Mrs. Mech. Your honour ! and pray, how does 
that hincer you? a =, 

Coach. Why, when a good gentlewoman like 
you, cries, Here, coachman, here's ſomething to 

nies | 

Mrs. Mech. Well! 

Coach, Wou'd it be honour in me to lay it out 
in any thing elſe? No, miſtreſs, my conſcience 


won't let me; becauſe why, it is the will of the 


donor, you know. . | 
: Mrs. Mech. Did you ever hear ſuch a blockhead !| 
Coach. No, no, miſtreſs ; tho' l am a poor man, | 

I] won't forfeit my honour; my cattle, tho'f I tovel 
'em, poor beaftefies, are net more dearer to me 
than that. ; 

* Mrs. Mech. Yes, you and your horſes give pretty 
ſtrong proofs of your love and your honour; for you 
have no clothes on your back, and they have no 
fleſh. — Well, Jenny, give bim the fix-pence—tnere 
there, lay it out as you will, | 


Coach. It will be to your health, miſtreſs; ir} diſpatch ker affair, 


- ſpeak to you, 
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Sim. A pence, a peace, my dear Mrs, Jene, and 
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his Romach's come down, Does he like the; 
cumbrance ? will he marry the party ? 
Ky Why that article ſeems to go a little again 


Mrs. Mech. Does it ſo? then let him retire + 
his Cumberland curacy : that's a fine keen air, i 
will ſoon give him an appetite. He'll Rick to hi 
honour, too, till his caſlock is wore to a rag, 

Jen. Why, indeed, Ma'am, it ſeems pre 
ruſty already, 

Mrs. Mecb. Deviliſh ſqueamiſh, I think; a good 
[fac living, and a fine woman into the bargain! 
You told him a friend of the lady's wil! take the 
child off her hands 
= Yes, Midam. 

rs. Mech. So that the affair will be a ſecret ty 
all but himſelf. But he muſt quickly reſolve, for 
next week his wife's month will be up. 
en. He promiſed to call about four. 
rs. Mech. But don't let him think we are at x 
lofs for a huſband; there is to my knowledge a mer. 


chant's clerk in the city, a comely young man, and 


comes of good friends, that will take her with but 
a ſmall place in the Cuſtom- houſe. 

Fen: He ſhall know it. 

Mrs. Mech. Ay, and tell him, that the party 
party has intereſt enough to obtain it whenever he 
will, And then the bridegroom may put the pu- 
chaſe-money tos of that ſame preſentation into his 
pocket. 

Fen. Truly, Ma'am, I ſhould think this would 
prove the beſt match for the lady. 

Mrs. Mech. Who doubts it ?--- Here, Jenny, 
carry theſe things above ſtairs. Take care of the 
eigrette, leave the watch upon the table, and be 
ſure you don't miflay the pearl necklace ; the lady 
goes to Mrs, Corneliy's to night ; and, if ſhe hu 
any luck, ſhe will be ſure to redeem it to-mortos. 
Sim. What a world of affairs! it is a wonder, 
Madam, how you are able to remember them all, 
Mrs. Mech. Trifles, mere trifles, maſter Simen, 
-- But I have a great affair in hand---Such an 2, 
fair, if well managed, it will be the making of usall, 
Sim. If t, Ma'am, cas be of the leaft uſe—— 
Mrs. Mech. Of the higheſt! there is no doing 
without 00 —- ou know the great 


Enter Jenny. 
Fes. I have put the things where you ordered, 
Ma'am. a 


Mrs. Mech. Very well, you may go. [Ex. Jen. 
I fay, you know the great Commillary, that u 
come to lodge in my houſe. Now they ſay this Mr. 
Fungus is as rich as an Indian governor : Heavel 
knows how he came by it ! but that, you know, 1 
no buſineſs of ours, Pretty pickings, I warrant 
abroad. { Loud knocking. ] Who the deuce can tit 
be ? But let it be who it will, you muſt not gotil 


Enter ſenny. 

Jen. The Widow Loveit, Ma'am. 

Mrs. Mech. What, the old liquoriſh dow aget 
from Devonſhire-ſquare ? Shew her in. [Ex. Jet) 
You'll wait in the kitchen, Simon, I ſhall foo 
{ Exit Simon. 


Mall melt at the Meuſe, before 1 go home : 1 ſhall | + Enter Mrs. Loveit. 


be careful to clear my conſcience. 
Mi. Mech. | don't doubt it. 
Coach. You need not — Miſtreſs, your ſervant. 


2 [ Exic Coachman.: | 
Mrs. Mech, Has there been any body here, Jenny? | 


leman, Ma'am, about the 


Mrs. Lev. So, fo | good morning to you, good 

Mis. Mechlin.— Jolin, let the coach wait at the 

corner. 

\Mrs. Mecb. You had better fit here, Madan» 
18. Low. Any where, Well, my dear woman 

I hope you have not forgot your old friene—U gb. 

ugh, ugh—[Coughs.] Conkfder 1 have no time do 


Glouceſterſhire living. | 


Jenny. The 4 thous 
Mrs. Meche He was; Ob, oh} what 1 Coppote| 


loſe; and you are always ſo full of employmen's 


leeping, 
dear (wi 


houſes 


lawyers, 


retire + 


en air, it 


c to his 
rag. 
1s pre 


- 5 2 good 
bargain | 


take the 


ſecret u 
vlve, for 


arc ata 
e a mer- 
nan, and 
with but 


e party't 
ever he 
the puts 
into his 


s would 


Jenny 
e of the 
and de 
the lady 
ſhe by 
norrow, 
wonder, 
m all, 

Si mon. 
1 an 2 
pf vsall, 
— 
0 doing 


ordered, 
. Jen.] 


that u 
his Mt. 
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now, 18 
yarrants 
-an that 


14 go till 


Vu. Mech. Porgot you! you ſhall judge, Mrs. 
Loveit. I bave, Ma'am, provided a whole cargo 
of huſbands for you, of all nations, complexions, 
ages, tempers, and fizes: ſo you ſee you have no- 
thing to do but chuſe. 

Mrs. Lev. To chuſe! Mrs. Mechlin; Lord hel 
me, what choice can I have? I look upon ——. 
to bea kind of a lottery, and I have alleady drawn 
my prize; and à great one it was! My poor dear 
wan that's gone, | ſhall never meet with his fellow. 

Mr. Mech. Pſhawl! Madam, don't let us trou- 
ble our heads about him, it's bigh time that he was 


E. Lev. But won't his relations think me ra- 
ther too quick ? 


Mri. Mech. Not a jot; the 1 you 


you cou'd pay to his memory; it is a proof he gav 
you reaſon to be fond of the ſtate. But what do 
you mean by quick Why he has been bury'd theſc 
ihree weeks — , 

Mt. Lev. And three days, Mis. Mechlin. 
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Mei. Mech. Indeed! quite an age 

Mi. Ley, Yes; but I ſhall never forget him; 
leeping, oc waking, he's always before me. His 
dear ſwell'd belly, and his poog ſhrunk legs Lore 
ble me, Mrs. Mechlin, he had no more calf th 
27 fan, 

Mei. Mech. No! 

Mei. Lew. No, indeed; and then, his bit of a 
purple noſe, and his little weezen face as ſharp as a 
nzor—don't mention it, I can never forget him, 

. [ Cries. 

Mr:, Mech. Sweet marks of remembrance, in- 
deed, But, Ma'am, if you continue to be ſo fond 
of your laſt huſband, what makes yuu think off 
another ? 

Mei. Lev. Why, what can I do, Mrs. Mechlin? 
a poor lone widow-woman 28 1 am : there's no body 
minds me; my tenants behind-hand, my ſervants 
al carcleſs, my children vndutiful—Ugb, ugh, 
ugh—[ Coughs. ] | 

Mri. Mech. You have a villainqus cough, Mrs. 
Loveit; hall I ſend for ſome lozenges ? 

Mrs, Lev. No, I thank you, it's nothing at all; 
mere babic, juſt a little trick I've got. 

Mrs. Mech, But I wonder you ſhou'd have all 
theſe vexations to plague you, Madam; you, who 
ue ſo rich, and ſo . 

Mri. Lev. Forty thouſand in the four per cents. 
every morning I riſe, Mrs, Mechlin, beſides two 
houſes at Hackney; but then my affairs are ſo 
veighty and intricatez there is ſuch tricking in 
lawyers, and ſuch torments in children, that 1 
an't do by myſelf; 1 muſt have a helpmate; quite 
neceſſity, no matter of choice. 

Mri. Mech. Oh, 1 underſtand you, you 
merely for convenience; juſt only to get an aſ- 
bſtant, a kind of a guard, a fence to your property? 

M.. Lov. Nothing elſe. | 

Met. Meth. 1 thought ſo; quite prudential; ſo 
that ite is none of your object ; you don't want » 
e , giddy, ſprightly, young 

Uri. Lev. Young! Heaven forbid, What, do 
You think, like ſome ladies 1 know, that 1 wan 
io have my huſband taken for one of my grand- 
children; no, no ; thank Heaven, ſuch vain though 
dever enter'd my head. ; 

Mei. Mecb. But yet, as your matters ſtand, be 
dukht not to be ſo very old neither; for inſtance 
now, of what uſe to you wou'd be a huſband of fixty? 

M. Lev. Sixty f are you mad, Mrs. Mechlin, 


what do you think 1 want to turn nurſe ? 


Mri, Mech. Ot fafty-five ? 


5 

Mrs. Lov, Ugh, vgh, ugh— 

Ars. Mech. Or fifty ? 

1. Lev. Oh: that's too cunning an age; men, 
now-a-days, rarely marry at fifty, they are too know- 
ing and. cautious. 

Mrs, Mech, Or forty-five, or forty, or 

Mrs. Lev. Shall I, Mrs. Mechliry tell you 2 
piece of my mind ? 

Mrs, Mech, I believe, Ma'am, that will be your 
beſt way. 

Met. Lov. Why then, as my children are young 
and rebellious, the way to ſecure and preſerve their 
obedience, will be to marry a man that won't grow 
old in a hurry. | 

Mrs. Mech. Why 1 thought you declar'd againſt 
th? 

Mrs. Lew. 80 J do, ſo I do; but then, fix or ſe- 
ven and twenty is not ſo very young, Mrs. Mechlin. 

Mrs. Mech. No, no, a pretty ripe age; for at 
that time of life, men can buftle and fiir, they art 
not eafily check d, and whatever they take in 
hand they go through with, 3 

Mrs. Low. True, true. 

Mrs. Mech. Ay, ay, it is then they may be ſaid 
to be uſeful; it is the only tear and wear ſeaſon, 

Mrs. Lov. Right, right. 

Mrs. Mech, Well, Ma'am, I ſee what you want, 
and to-morrow about this time, if you'll do me the 
favour to call 1 

Mrs. Low. I ſhan't fail. 

Mrs. Mech. 1 think 1 can ſuit you, 

Mrs. Lev. You'll be very obliging. 

Mrs. Mech. You may depend upon't, I'll do my 
endeavours. ; 

Mrs. Low. But, Mrs. Mechlin, be ſure don't 
let bim be older than that, not above ſeven or eight 
and twenty at moſt ; and let it be as ſoon as you 
conveniently can, 7 JO : 

M.. Mech. Never fear, Ma'am. 

Mrs. Lev. Becauſe, you know, the more chil- 
dren I have by the ſecond venter, the greater 
plague I ſhall prove to thoſe I had by the firſt, * 

Mrs. Mech, True, Ma'am. You had better lean 
on me to the door; but, indeed, Mrs. Loveit, y 
are very malicious to your children, very 1. 
indeed. b 

Mrs. Lev, Ah, they deſerve it; you can't 
think what ſad whelps they turn out; no puniſh- 
ment can be too much ; if their poor father cou'd 
but have foreſeen they wou'd have—-why did I 
mention the dear man! it melts me too much. 
Well, peace be with him.— To-morrow about this 
time, Mrs, Mechlin, will the party be here, 
think you? 

Mrs. Mech. I can't ſay. 

Mrs. Lew. Well, à good day, good Mrs Mechlin. 

Mr. Mech. Here, John, take care of your mit- 
tre(s. [Eric Mrs, Loveit. 
A good morning to you, Ma'am.—Jenny, bid Si- 
mon come up.—A huſhand ! there now is a proof 
of the prudence of age; I wonder they don't add 
a clauſe to the act to prevent the old from marrying 
clandeſtinely as well as the young. I am ſure there 
are as many unſuitable matches at this time of life 


as the other. 
Enter Simon. 


Shut the door, Simon. Are there any of Mr. 
Fungus's ſervants below? 

Sim. Three or four ſtrange facgs. f 

Mrs. Mech. Ay, ay, ſome of that froop, I ſup- 
* come, Simon, be ſested.— Well, Simon, az 

was telling you z this Mr, Fungus, my lodger 
abors, that hap bryughg dow frogu this wery's Fhals 


ou 
ul, 
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cart · load of money, and who (between you and I)} Sim. If that, indeed; be 2 
: | . 5 ndeed, be the Cafe —— x 
2 1 very little better than a driver 9 — ip Jn the firſt place, Mr. Fungus h wb, 
_ ; > | 
Sim. I formerly knew him, Ma'am, Sim. That's — | r th 
pot 8 But be does not know you ? Mrs. M.ch. Then to baffle any idle curioſity, y eſt cul 
** Ne | i are not derived from any of your new-f; ee ED 
Mrs. Mecb. am glad of that— this ſpark, IItry, who owe their & nobility to — a Thoſe 
ſay, not content with being really as rich as lord, and Edwaris., No, no, - we are ſcions — übel 
76 determin d to rival them too in every other ac- older ſtock; we are the hundred and fortieth * yes. 
dompliſbment. | | deſcendant from Hercules Alexan mer, earl of Gen * hoy 
3 5 be that be ſo eaſy ? why he muſt be up | dowery, prime-minifter to King Malcolm the {6 might 
w oy — 5 Sim. Odſo a qualification for a canon of Staf va 
171. Mech. Fifty, I warrant. , | daurg. So then, it ſeems, you are tranſplanted tro wings 
| Sim. Rather late in life to ſet up for a gentleman. | the'banks of the Tweed; cry you mercy! Bur he Rory 
Mrs. Mech, But fine talents, you know, an | will Miſs D.lly be able ro manage the accent! | Daly 
a 2 inclination- Mis. JAech. Very well; ſhe was two eat 4 * 
im. That, in 4c edu aQreſs in Edenborough. 3 ) (rs for 
Mrs. Mech. Then I promiſe you he ſpares for no] Sim. That's true. Is the overture made; hat _ 
72.  Dilizent 2 1 there been any interview? : wy 
- zent! \ - Met. Mech. Several; we hav Qi ; ” 
Mrs. Mech. Oh, always at it. Learning ſome- perſon; can't but des tie a + cwonrys l * 
thing or other from morning to night. My hon | as to his propoſals, they are greater than * . nab fig 
is a perfect n ſuch a throrg of fence:s,| deſire ; buf we are prudent and careful, ſay noh Doty 
dancers, ride * muſician-—— but. however, tc) withont the eari's approbatien. ol *. 
ſweeten the pill, I have a fellow- feeling for re-“ Sim. Oh, tat will be eaſily had. nent. fe 
e N 1, l * 1 | _ Mecb. Not fo eaſily; and now comes vou oo c 
. » Ma am; that's always the rule. part: but ith 1 
Mrs. Mech. But one of his ſtudies 15 really di Simon ? CO EE with 19 Daly 
verting; T own I can't help laughing at that. | Sim. Never worſe! the ten bags of tea, and the ons 
Sim, What may that be? bs | cargo of brandy, them peering raſca!s took fr * 
Mrs. Mech. Oratoty.— Vou muſt know his firſt| me in Suſſex, has quite broken my back, t is þ 
ambition is to have a ſeat in a certain aſſembly; and) Ms. Mech. Poor Simon! why then I am afrai 8 
in order to appear there with credit, Mr. Whatſthere's an end of your traffic. 0 
d'ye Call em, the man from the city, attends every] Sim. Totally: for now thoſe fellows have got the 1 
morning to give him a lecture upon ſpeaking, ano Iſie of Man in their hands, Ihave no chance to get 1 
ere is ſuch haranguing and bellowing between} home, Mrs. Mechlin. vill th 
them—Lord have mercy upon but you'll fee] ' Mrs Mech Then you are intirely at leiſure? | 5 
. enough on the ſelf; for do you know, Simon, Sim. As a Bath turnſpit in the month of July. K 
you are to be bis valet - de- chambre? M... Mech. You are then, Simon, an old ti 2 
im. Me, Madam! ; Y I mily-ſervant in waiting here on the lady; but di 14 
rt. Mob. Ay, bis privy counſellur, his con- patch'd to the north with a view to negotiate th 441 
fdant, his director in chief. | | * [rreaty, you are juſt returned with the noble peer N 
Sim. To what end will that anſwer ? reſolution. Prepare you a ſuitable equipryc, | wi Loves 
Mrs. Mech, The e I am coming—You are te provide you with à couple of letters, one i: th 0 
know, that our Squire Wou'd-be is viclently ben lover, and one for the lady — | N y- 
upon matrimony; and nothing forſooth will goj Sim. The content p 4 
down but a perſon of rank and condition Mrs. Mech. Ob, you may read them within, * th 
Sim. Ay, ys for that piece of pride he's in-] Now with regard to any queſtions, I will furail "i. 
debted to Germany, you with ſuirable anſwers; but you have unge M2 
Mrs. Mech. The article of fortune h# holds in} to deal with, ſo your cards will be caſi'y pla) d. You ” 
utter contempt, a grand alliance is all that ++ | © Enter Jenny. "4 by 
wants; ſo that the lady has but ker veins full! Fer. Miſs Dolly, Ma'am, in a hackney- cost KP 
of high blood, he does not Care two-pence how lou at the corner; may ſhe come in? — 
and empty her purſe is. Miri. Micb. Are the fervants out of the way? 15 
Sim. But, Mal am, won't it be difficult to meet Jen. Oh, the is ſo muffled up and diiguiſea, that 2 br 
2 8 A 1 believe there are few la- ſhe'll run no d-nger from them. wich 4 
iet of quality that—— ' | Mrs. Meth. B at tht "1 
| Hrs. Mech.” Oh, as to that, I am already pro- door, Jenny. A 2 7 mY n 2 
„ nenn 1 W. 1 om: Oh, never fear, Ma'am. { Exit Jenny Ms 
Sim. Indeed! * f gout b. rs. Mech. Simon, take thoſe two letters that froller, 
| 2 A know my niece Dolly? are the furthermoft cuſhion in the windon * your: 
im well. ec, hi * [run home, get a dirty pair of boots on, 2 be. 1 
"Mrs. Mech. What think you of her? coat, and a hip, and be here with them in b rex, 
Sim. Of Miſs Dolly, for bat? an hour at fa · theſt. | | * 
Mrs, Mech. For what? you are plaguily dullz i Sim. I will not fail. But have you no farthe oy 
why, a. woman of faſhion, you dunce. diteQtions ? boned, 
"Si. To be fute Miſs Dolly ie very deferving,| Mrs. Mech. Time enough. 1 thall be in u fue to 
and few ladies haye a better appearance; but, ble fe way ; for it is me that muſt introduce you abo 2 0 
2 Madam, here people of rank are fo generally| [Exit Simon.] So, things ſeem now in 4 pet execute 
— $ouEe og the fligzhteſt engufty wou'd "poiſon = train; a few hours, it is to be hoped, “ „ 
our project, wagon 932 Oit-2 make me eaſy for life. To ſay trut", begin! * 
Arg. Mech. Oh, Simon, I have no fears from] be tir'd of — trade. To be fore the profits 4 1. 
that quarter; theic; I think, 1 am pretty ſecure. | great; bu then, ſo are the riſquee that run: de | Dolj 
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COM 
bien my private practice begins to be ſmoak'd. 
lulies are ſuppos'd to come here with different de- 
6gns than merely to look at my goods : ſome of my 
teſt cuſtomers too, are got out of my channel, and 


TAI 


MISS AR. 7 


n urſe left the child in the kitchen, 
Mrs. Mech. You heard nothing from him? 
Dilly. Not a word, 
Mrs. Mech. Then he is meditating ſome miſ- 


manage their matters at home by their — — I warran's However, let our good ſtars ſe- 


Thoſe aſylums, they gave a dreadful blow to my 
zul ne ſs. 


cure us to day, and a fig for what may happen to- 


Time has been, when a gen:leman mortow. It is a little unlucky, tho', that Mr. 


vanted a friend, 1 could ſupply him with choice in Fungus has choſen the doctor for his maſter of mu- 


an hour; but the miacket is ſpoiled, and a body 


might as ſoon produce a hare or a perttidge as a 
nett [Enter Dolly. ]-———5c, niece, are all 
things pre par d; have you got the papers from 
Harpy ? "4s, 

Dilly. Here they are, Ma'am, 


fic; but as yet he has not been here, and, if pofſi- 
ble, we mutt prevent him. 

Enter Jenny, baſtily. 

Jen. Mr. Fungus, the tallow-chandler, M.'am, 
is crofling the way, ſhall I ſay you are at home? 

Mrs. Mech. His brother has ſervants enough, 


Mrs. Mech. Let me ſee—Oh, the marriage-arti- 
es for Fungus to ſign. Have you got the contract 
about you? ; 

Dolly, You know, aunt, I left it with you. 

Mrs. Mech. True, | bad forgot: but where is 
the bond that I—— Here it is; this, Dolly, you 
mult ſign and ſeal before witneſs, 

Delly, To what end, auat ? 

Mrs. Mech. Only, child, a trifling acknowledg- 
ment for all the trouble 1 have taken; alittle hint 
to your huſband, that he may reimburſe your poor 
aunt, for yuur clothes, board, lodging, and breeding. 
Dolly. I hope my aunt does not ſuipect that ] can 
ever be wanting 
. Mrs. Mech. No, my dear, not in the leaſt: but 
it is bet, Dolly, in order to prevent all retro- 
ſpection, that we ſetile accounts before you change 
your condition. _ | 

Daily. But, Ma'am, may not I fee the contents? 

Mi. Mech. The contents, love! of what ute 
vill that be to you? Sign and ſeal, that's enough. 
Dey. But, aunt, 1 chuſe to lee what | fign, 

Mrs. Mech. To ſee ? what then you ſuſpet me? 
. Dilly. No, Ma'am; but a little caution 

Mri. Mech Caution! Here's an impudent bag- 
nge! how dare you diſpute my commands; have 
vat | made you, raiſed you from nothing, and won": 
a word from my mouth reduce you again? 
| Dolly. Madam, I 


let ſome of them anſwer, Hide, Dolly, [E ir 
Dolly. and Jenny. I— One kneck at ihe wr - Ay, 
that's the true tap of the trader; this old brother 
outs, tho" is ſmoaky and ſhrewd,and tho' an odd, 
a ſenſible fellow; we muſt guard againſt him: if 
be gets but an inklin, but the ſl'ghteſt ſuſpicion, 
aur project is marr'd.—{ A noiſe witbout.] What 


the deuce is the matter! As I live, a ſquabble be- 


tween him and La Fleur, the French footman we 
hir'd this morning. This may make mirth; I'll 
[liſten a little. 1 
Enter Mr. Iſaac Fungus, driving in La Fleur. 

J. Fung. What, is there no body in the houſe 
that can give me an anſwer; where's my brother, 
you raſcal ? | | 

La Fleur, Fe nentend pas. | 

J. Fung. Pas, what the devil is that; anſwer 
yes or no, is my brother at home? don't ſhrug up 
jour ſhoulders at me, you--Oh, here comes a ta- 


tional being. 
Enter Mrs. Mechlin. 
Madam Mechlin, how fares it? this here lanthorn- 
Jaw'd raſcal won't give me an anſwer, and indeed 
wou'd ſcarce let me into the houſe. 
F 1 Fleur. C'eft gros Bourgois a fait une tapage de 
iable. „ 
Mrs. Mech. Fy donc, cet le frere de monfieurs 
| La Fleur. Le Frere | 44 p28 ! 
I. Furg. What is al this ? what the devil linguo 


Mei. Mech. Azſwer me, huſſy; was not you 20 the feitlow a-talking? 


beggar's brat at my door; did not l, out of com- 
p.th n, take you into my houſe, call you my ajece, 
and give you ſuitable breeding? | 
Dilly. True, Madam. 
Mrs. Mech, And what return did you make me? 
You was ſcarce got into your teens, you forward 


carſelf; and a delightful father you choſe for it! 


Mrs. Mech. This is a footman from France that 
your brother has taken. 1 38 

4 Fung. From France! and is: that the beſt of 
his breeding? I thought we had taught them bat - 
ter manners abroad, than to come here and inſult 
us at home, People make ſuch a ront about ſmug- 


more miſchief. If we could but hinder the im- 


lot, but you brought me à child almoſt as big or theit Frenchified goods; their men do us 


odor Catgut, the meagre muſician; that fick 
monkey - face maker of crotchets; that eternal trot- 
ter after all the little draggle-tail'd. girls of the 
town. Ob, you low flut, bad it been by a gentle- 
man, it would not have vex'd me; but a fidler! 


porting of the ———— , yy 

| Mrs, Mech. Ay, you are a true Briton, I fee 

that, Mr. Iſaac. 
J. Fung. Iwartant me. Is brother Zachary at 

home 8 


Delly. For heaven's ſake ; 

Mei, Mech. After that you elop'd, commenc'd 
ſtroller, and in a couple of years return'd to town 
in yourorignal trim, with ſcargea rag to your back. 

Dilly. Pray, Ma'am 

Mrs. Mech. Did not I, notwithſtanding, receive 
Jou again ? have not I tortured my brains for your 
good? found you a huſband as rich as a, Jew, juſt 
drought all my matters to bear, and now. you re- 
fuſe to fign a paltry paper? | 

Dolly, Pray, Madam, give it me, 1 will fign, 
execute, do all that you bid me. 


| 


Mr:. Mech, You will z yes, fo you had beſt, 


And, what's become of the child, have you done 20 


Lender 


Mrs. Mech. Adove ſtairs, Sir. 
I. Fung. Any company, with him ?. | 
| Mrs. Mech. Not any to hinder your viſit.— L. 
Fleur, cuurem e porte. TIP 5 
I. Fung. Get along you »Mrz. Mechlin, your 
ſervant. can't think what the devil makes your 
quality ſo fond of the monkeurs ; for my part I don't 
ee — March, and be hang'd to you--you ſooty- 
facꝰd— Excunt I. Fungus, end La Fleur. 
Mrs. Mech. Come, Dolly, you now may appear, 
Enter Jenny. , | 
Fen. Mr. Paduaſoy, 'am, the Spitalfields 
weaver; he has been wa:ting this hour, and” ſays 
he has ſome people at home ; 
| Mrs. Mech, Let bim enterz in a couple of m- 


Daz. The doctor was not at home; bus the| nutes 4 follow you, Dglly, , it Jenny · 
o . 2 - - 


8 
: _ Eiiter Paduaſoy. | 

Mrs. Mech. Mr. Paduaſoy, you may load your 
ſelf home with thoſe filks, they won't do for my 
market. 

Pad. Why, what's the matter, Madam? 

Mrs. Mech. Matter! you are a pretty fellow in- 
deed; you a tradeſman ! but it's lucky 1 know you, 
things might have been worſe; let us ſeitle ac - 
counts, Mr, Paduaſoy; you'll ſee no more of my 
money. | 

Pad. I ſhall be ſorry for that, Mrs. Mechlin. 

Mrs. Mech. Sorry! anſwer me one queſtion ; am 
not | the beſt cuſtomer that ever you had? 

Pad. I confeſs it. 

Mes. Mech. Have not I mortgaged my precious 
ſoul, by ſwearing to my quality-cuſtomers that the 
tuff from your looms was the produce of Lyons ? 

Pad. Granted. 

Mrs. Mech. And vnleſs that had been believ'd, 
could you have fold them a yard; nay, a nail? 

© Pad. I believe not. 
Mrs. Mech. Very well. Did not, Sir, I procure 
more noney for your curs'd goods, when ſold as 
the manufaQture of France, than =s' mere Engliſh 
they could have ever produced you ? | 

Pad. | never deny's it. | 

.. Meth. Then are not you a pretty fellow, 
to blow up and ruin my reputation at once? 

Pad. Me, Madam! 

Mei. Mech. Yes, you. 

"Pad. As how + 

Mrs. Meth. D\d' not you tell 
Six were entite, and the only ones you had made 
of that pattern? 

Pad. did. f : 

Ars. Meth. Now mind. Laſt Monday J left 
them as juſt 1ai.ded, upon a pretence to ſecure 
them from ſeizure, at the old Counteſs of Fur- 
below's, by whole means, 1 was ſure, at my own 
price, to get rid of them both; and who ſhould 
eome in lift night at the ball at the Manfion- Houſe, 
where my lady 'onluckily happen'd to be, with 
a full ſuit of che blue pattern upon her back, but 
Mrs. Deputy Dowlaſs, dizen'd out Hike à dutheſs. 

Pad. "Mrs Deputy Dowlais! Is it poflible ? 

Mrs. Meth. Thee is no denying the fact; but 
that was hot all; if indeed Mrs. Deputy had be- 
haved like à tzentle woman, and ſwore they had 
been ſent her from Paris, why there the thing 
would have died: but ſee what it is to hate to do 
with mechanicks, the fool owned ſhe had them 
from you. I ſhould be glad to ſee any of my cuſc 
tomers at a Joſs for a lye. But thoſe trumpery tra 
ders, Mr: Pidusſoy,” you'll never gain any credit 
by them. | 

Pd. This Hoſt be a trick of my wife's; I know 
the women are intimate, but this piece of intelli- 

ence will make à hothouſe. None of my fault 
indeed, Mrs. Mechlin 
make "any difference ? 

Mi. Mech. Difference 
de able to ſmuggle agowh'for 
What'is'in that bundle? 122 

Pad. Some India handKkerehiefs, that you pro- 
— K of a ſupereargo at Woblwich, for 
Sir Us S lach. DEI 

4 ·˖[ͤ„— . yoy — 
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| I don't believe I ſhall 


vets in hand tit the end of the autumn; ne 
mey make e Immediately x freſh ſortment Th 
reign bens for former, "| ©! 


me theſe pieces of 


; I liope, Ma'am, this won't 


you theſe fix months. 
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Pad. Any other commands, Mrs, Mechlin? 
Ms. Mech. Not at prefent, I think. 
Pad. | wiſh you, Madam, a very good morning, 
Mrs. M:ch. Mr. Paduaſoy! Lord, I had lik'd to 
have forgot! You muſt write an anonymous letter 
to the Cuſtom-houſe, and ſend me ſome old filk; 
to be ſeized; I mutt treat the town with a bonhre: 
it will make a fine paragraph for the papers ; and 
at the ſame time advertite the public where ſuch 
things may be had. 

Pad, I ſhan't fail, Madam. [Exit Paduaſoy, 

Mrs. Mecb. Who ſays, now, that I am not A 
friend to my country! 1 think the ſociety for the 
encouragement of arts, ſhould vote me a premium, 
I am ſure I am one of the greateſt encouragers of 
our own manufactures. {Exit Mrs. Mechlin, 


FI 1 
r 


SCENE % continues. 
Enter Commiſſary Fungus, Iſaac Fungus, ard Mrz. 


Mechlin. 
Zac. Fun. FYR OTHER Ifaac, you are a block- 


ehanic, 


head, I tell you. But firit anſwer Mr 
me this; can knowledge do a man any harm ? Z. 
J. Fun. No, fartingz what is befitting a man Iſaac, 
for to learn. I. ] 
Z. Fan. To learn! and how ſhould you know P: 
what is befitting a gentieman to learn ! Stick to rules ; 
your trade, maſter tallow-chandler. | thruſt 
J. Fun. Now, brother Zachary, can you ſay in teive 
your conſcience, às how, it is deſcent to be learn. - 4 
ing to dance, when you ba almoſt loft the uſe of I. } 
your legs ? | tan b 
Z. Fun. Loſt the uſe of my legs ! to ſee but the of yo, 
malice of men! Do but ax Mrs. Mechlin ; now, and al 
Ma'am, does not Mrs. Dukes ſay, that, confider- this 
ing my time, I have made a wonderful progreis ? bring 
J. Fus. Your time, brother Zac ! your 
Z. Fun. Ay, my time, brother Iſaac. Whyl 
han't been at it paſſing a couple of months, and I. 
ve have at our ſchodl trworatdermen, and a ſerjeant Z. 
at law, that were ful! ba'f a hebe fore they could Mec| 
get out of hand, at m 
Mrs. Meb. Very true, Sir. me i 
Z. Fun. There now, Mrs. Mechlin can vouch it, eo. 
And pray, Ma'am, does not maſter allow, that of being 
my age, I am the moſt hopeful ſcholar he has ? Ilaac 
Mrs: Meh. ] can't but ſey, Mr. Iſaac, that the and 1 
"ſquire has made « moſt gfodigious improvement. man 
Z. Fun,” Do you hear that? I with we had buta Ifaxc 


kit, I would ſhow you what I could do: one, two, 
three, ha! One, two, thee, ba. There are rifings 
and finkinys. | 
Mrs. Merb. Ay, mürry, as Tight as a cork. | 
Z. Fun, A'n'tit?, Why, before next winter it 
over, he ſays, he'll fir me for danciog in public; 
and who knows but in Lent, you may ſee me amble 
at s ridotto with an opers-ſinger. 
Mrs. Merb. And I warrant he acquits himſelf u 
well as the beſt. 0 
I. Fan. Mercy on me! and pray, brother, that 
thing like a ſword, in Jour had, what may tht 
ofe of that implement be? 
Z. Fun. This! oh, this h A folL 
J. Fun. A foil ! ; 
Z. Fos. Ay, a little inſtrdniient, by which, ve 
who are gentlemen, are ſuſttucted to kill one another 
J. Fun, To kill! Marry, heaven forbid; I bete 
you have 1o'foch- bloody intentions, Why, brotht! 
Tac, you was uſed to be a peaceable man» 
2 Fe Ay, that vas when 1 wos x paltry nt 
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cane, and afraid of the law, but now I am ano- | 
ther guefs perſon ; I have been in camps, cantoons, | 
ind intrenchments : have marched over bridges 
ind breaches; I have ſeen the Ezel and Wezell; 
I'm got as rich as a Jew, andif any man dares to 
affront me, I'll let him know that my trade has 
deen fighting. | 

J. Fun. Rich as . Ah, Zac. Zac. but if 
you had not had another gueſs trade than fighting, 
| doubt whether you would have returned altogether 
ſo nch: but now you have got all this wealth, 
why not fit down, and enjoy it in quiet ? 

Z. Fus. Hark ye, Iſaac; do you purtend to 
know life ? are you acquainted 'with the Beaux 
{'Efprits of the age? 4 

I. Fan, I don't underſtand you. 

Z. Fun. No, I believe not; then how ſhould, 


ſhall I rave your ear for a moment? The captain 
politely replies, Your commands, good Mr. Fun- 
gus? then we walk fide by fide—Come here, Mrs. 
Mechlin— walk up and down.) for ſome 
time as civil as can be. Mind, brother Iſaac. 

J. Fun. do, 1 do. 

Z. Fus. Hey —no, t'other ſide, Mrs. Mechlin. 
— that's right—l bear, Captain Wilkins 

I. Fun. | knew it was Wilkins. 

Z Fun. Zounds ! Iſaac, be quiet-Wilkins, that 
you have taken ſome liberties adout and concerning 
of me, which, damme, I don't underſtand 

J. Fun. Don't ſwear, brother Zachary: 

Z. Fun. Did ever mortal hear the like of this 
fellow, 

J Fun. But you are grown ſuch a reprobate ſince 
you went to the war — 


you know what belongs to genrtility ? 


Z. Fun. Mrs. Mechlin, ſtop the tongue of that 


J. Fun. And why not as well as you, ——— why, dunce, 1 am ſpeaking dy rule; 


Zac, I hope I am every whit as well born? 

Z. Fun. Ay, Iſaac, but the breeding is all; 
conſider | have been a gentleman above five years 
and three quarters, and | think ſhould know a little 
what belongs to the buſineſs —hey, Mrs, Mechlin. 

Mrs. Mech. Very trur, Sir. 

Z. Fun. And as to this foil, do you know, 
llase, in what the art of fencing conliits ? 

J. Fun. How ſhould 1? 

Z. Fan. Why it is mort; there are but two 
rules; the firſt is to give your antagoniſt as many 


and Mrs. Mechlin can tell you that duels and 
dammes go always together, 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, always. 

Z. Fun. Which, damme, I don't underſtand. 


and in what manner—Laſt Friday night, in com- 
pany at the St. Alban's, you cali'd me a back, and 
moreaver ſaid, that my horns were exalted, Now, 
Sir, I know very well what was your meaning by 
that, and therefore demand ſatisfaction.— That, Sir 
— what I never deny to a gentleman; but as to you, 


thruſts as you can; the ſecond, to be careful and re- 
teive none yourſelf. | 


Mr. Fungus, | can't conſeat to give you that rank. 
Ho, Sir, do you deny my gentiiity! Oh, that af. 


J. Fun, But how is this to be done. front muſt be anſwered this inſtant. Draw, Sir. 
I. Fun. Oh, eaſy enough: for do you ſee, if you Now puſh, Mrs. Mechlin. [They fence.] There 
tan but divert your adverſary's point from the line I parry tierce, there I parry carte, there I parry, 


of your body, it is Impoſſible he ever ſhoutd hit you; 
and all this is done by alittle turn of the wriſt, either 


this way, or that way.— But I'll ſhew you— John, 
bring me a foil. Mrs. Mechlin, it will be worth 
your obſerving. Here, brother Ifaac—— 


Offers bim a foil. 
I. Fun. Not I. ( if f 


Z. Fun. Theſe bourgois are ſo frightful. Mrs, 
Mechlin, will yon, Ma'am, do me the favour to puſh 
at me a little? Mind, brother, when ſhe thruſts at 
me in carte, 1 da ſoz and when ſhe puſhes in tierce, 
eoſo; and by this means a man is ſure to avoid 
being killed. But it may not be amiſs, brother 
Ilaac, to give you the progreſs of a regular quarrel; 
and then you will ſee what ſort ofa thing a gentle- 


1 


— Hold, hold, have a care; zooks! Mrs. Mechlin. 
I. Fun. Ha, ba, ha! 1 think you have'met with 
your match—well puſh'd Mrs. Mechlin. 

Z. Fun. Ay, but inſtead of puſhing in tierce, 
the puſhed me in carte, and came fo thick with her 
thruſts, that it was not in nature to parry them. 

IT. Fun, Well, well, I am fully convinc'd of 
your ſkill. But I think, brother Zac. you hinted an 
intention of marrythg; is that your deſign? 

Z. Fun, Undoubtedly, 

J. Fun. And when? 

Z. Fun. Why, this evening. 

I. Fun. So ſudden ! and pray is it a ſecret to whom ? 

Z. Fun. A ſecret! no, I am proud of the match; 
ſhe brings me all that I want; her veins full of good 


Liberties with you, cries the captain; where, when, 


man is, Now 1 have been told, do ſee, brother blood z ſuch a family! ſuch an alliance ! zooks, ſhe 
Waxc, by a friend who has à regard for my honour, has a pedigree as long as the Mall, brother Iſaac, 
that Captain Jenkins, or Hopkins, or Wilkins, or with large trees on each fide, and all the boughs 


what captain you pleaſe, has in public compan 
$alld me a wolf be 2 45 * 

J. Fun, A cuckold? But how can that be? be- 
cauſe why, brother Zac. you ben't married. 

Z. Fun, But as 1 am juſt going to be married, 
that may very well happen, you know. 

Mrs. Mech. True. | 

Z. Fun, Ves, yes, the thing is natural enough. 
Well, the _ has ſaid, I am a cuckold. Upon 
which, the firſt time I ſet eyes on Captain Wilkins, 
eicher at Vauxhall, or at Ratelagh, I accoſt him, in 
i courteous, zenteel-HRe manner. 

I. Fun. And that's more than he merits, 

2. Fun, Your patience, dear Ifaac—in a courte- 
vor, "gentleman-like manner; Captain Hopkins, 
Your ſervant, ; 

I. Fun, Why,' you tall'd him, but now, Captain 
Wilkins, 


2. Pun. Nas! You blockhead, I till you the 


e dber not fignify nothing Tour fervade; 


- 


loaded with lords. 
I. Fun, But has the lady no name? 

Z. Fun. Name! ay, ſuch a name! lord, we have 
.nothing like it it in London : none of your ſtunded 
little dwarfiſh words of one ſyllable; your Watts, 
and your Potts, and your Trotts; this rumbles 
through the throat like a cart with broad wheels, 
Mrs. Mechlin, you can pronounce it better than me, 

Mrs. Mech. Lady Sachariſſa Mackirkincroft. 

Z "Fun. Kirkincroft! there are a mouthful of 
ſyllables for you. Lineally deſcended from Hercules, 
Alexander, Charlemagne, Hannibal, Earl of Glen- 


ſdower, prime-miniſter to King Malcolm the Firſt. 


J. Fun. And are all the parties agreed? 

Z. Fun. 1 can't ſay quite all; for the right ho. 
nourable peer that is to be my pappa, —— by the 
bye) is as proud as the devil, has flatly renounc'd 
05 alliance, calls me here in his letter plebayjan. 


and ſays if we have any children, they will turn out 
Very tue better than he- bum. 


— — — — — 


| 
| 
| 
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I. Fus. And what does the gentle woman ſay? | is a pleaſure you, never will have. Leok you, kind of 


E. Fun. The gentlewoman ! Oh, the gentle-|iſgac, | have made up my mind; it is a lady 1 (ike nor tun 
woman, who (between ouifelves) is pretty near % and a lady I will have; and if you fay any . vicious 
high as her father ; but, however, my perſon Eas I'll not be contented with that, for dammee 10 locutor 
prov'd too hard for her pride, and I take the «ffaiz | marry a ducheſs. | , tae ree 
to be as good as concluded, : Enter La Fleur. J. F. 
I. Fun. Is it relolv's ? , La Fleur. Le maitre pour don ner d eliquence. two, 1 
E Fun, Fix'd. ; : 2. Fun, What does the puppy ſay, Mrs. Mech. dur. 
J. Fun. lam ſorry for it. | 4 lin, for you know | can't pa-ler vous. Z.1 
E. Fun, Why ſo? come, come, brother Iſaac, | Mrs. Mech. The gentleman from the city, that Grut 
don't be uncaly, I have a ſhrewd guels at your gr ev-| s to make zou a ſpeaker. . tl:man 
ance z but though you may not be ſuffer d. to lee] Z. Fun, Odzuoks! a ſpecial fine fellow, let comme 
Laiy Scracariſla at firſt, jet who knows b:fo!t lon; | have him. g ply hir 
] may, have intereſt enough with hei to bring it] Mrs. M-ch,. Faites le enires, [E it La Flew, J. F 
about; and, in the mean time, you may dine wuen] I. Fun. Brothe:, as you are buly, I will take Err. 
you will wich the ſteward, another ſuch 1 
J. Fun. You ate exceedingly kind. Z. Fur. No, no, this is the ſineſt fellow of all, aye" 
Z. Fun. Mrs, Mechlin, you'don't think my lady [it is he chat is t) make me a man; and hak ve, 2.1 
vi gainſay it ? ; IIdrother, if I Could chance to rife in the tate, ny Gra 
_ Mrs, Mecb. By no means; it is wonderful, con- more words, your bulineſs is done. Are ye 
fidering het rank, how mild and condeſcenoing ſhe| J. Fun. What, | reckon, ſome member of p:r- — 
is : why, but yeſterday, ſays her ladyſhip to me, liament? | 2 
Thbeuzb, Mrs. Mechlin, it can t be luppos'd that] Z. Fun. A member; Lord help you, brother Cr 
1 ſhould admit any of the Fungus family into my Iſasc, this man is a whole ſenate himſelf. Why it 7 
preſence — | is the famousorationer, that has publiſh'd the book, 2. 
Z. Fun. No, no, to be ſure ; not at firſt, as 1 I. Fun, What, Mr. Gruel? E 
ſaid. . Z. Fun. The ſame. Mrs. 
Mrs Mech. Yet his brother, or any other rela- I. Fan. Yes, I have ſcen his name in the news, . Mr 
tion, may dine with the ſervon's every cas. Z. Fon, His knowledge is wonderful; he has inan 
Z. Fun. Do you. bea, liaac, there's your true told me ſuch ſectets: why do you know, Iſaac, by Gru 
inherent nobility, ſo humble and aFab-e ; but peo-|what mean; tis we ſpeak ? there 
ple of real rank never have any pride; that is only| I. Fun. Speak! why we ſpeak with our mouths, a? 
ſor upſtarts. 4 Z. Fun. No, we don't. . 
I. Fun, Wonderfully gracious ! but here, brother IJ. Fun. No! ; 5 2. 
Zac. you miſtzke me, it is not for myſelf 1 am lorry. Z. Fun. No, He ſays we ſpeak by means of the this d 
2. Fun. Whom then? | tongue, che teeth, and the throat; and without ciffity 
I. Fun, For you. Don't you think that hour]. hem we only ſhould bellow. dur w 
wite will d« {yiſe you? I. Fun, But wrely the mouth _ 
Z. Fun. No. hl Z. Fun. The mouth, | tell you, is little or no- that t 
J. Fun. Can you ſuppoſe that you will live toge- thing, only juſt a cavity for the air o pals through. Gr, 
ther a month ? | "F | J Fun. Indeed! 2. 
E. Fun. Yes. Z. Fun. That's all; and when the cavity's ſmall, and i 
I. Fun. Why, can you bear to walk about your little ſounds will come out; when large, the great when 
own houſe ikea paltry cepencant ? ones proceed; obſerve now in whittling and bawl- their 
Z. Fun. No. | ling [Whiftles and bawwls. |_—— Do you lets know 
J. Fun. To have yourſelt and your orders con- | Oh, he is a aiiraculous man! —— 
temn'd by your lervants? J. Fun. But of what ute is all this ? Hail, 
« Z. Fun. No. Z. Fun. But it's knowledge, an't it? and of credit 
I. Fan, To fee your property devour'd by your | what fignification is that, you tool? and then a great 
lady's beggarly couſins, who, notwithſtanding, won': to uſe, why he can make me ſpeak in any manner . 
vouchiate you a 02 — 2 he pleaſes; as a lawyer, a merchant, a country 
E. Fun. No. Isentleman; whatever the ſubject requires—But 
1. Fan. Can you be blind at her bidding, run at] dere he jc. 
ſending, come at her calling, dine by yourſeli * Enter Mr. Gruel. 
when the bes bettermoſt company, and ſleep fx Mr. Gruel, your ſervant; 1 have been holding 
nights a week in the garret ? - + | forth in your praiſe, -_ 
2. Fun. No. Wok 0. * Cruel. 1 make no doubt, Mr. Fungus, but to 
I. Fan. Why, will you dare to diſobey. have the | your declamation, ot recitation, (as Quintiliaa 
impudence to diſpute the ſovereign will and plea- | more properly terms ic) Iſhall be indebted for much 
fore of a lady like her ? ; future praiſe, ina\much a3 the reputation of the 
Z. Fun, Ay, marry will I. - [ſcholar docs (as 1 may ſay} confer, or rather, a i! 
J. Fun. And don't you exp-ct a whole clan of were, reflet, a marvellous kind of luſtre on the 
Andrew Ferraros, with their naked points at your [fame of the maſter himſelf. 
throat? ks | 1 Z. Fun, There, Iſasc, dt ever hear the like! 
E. Fun, No. PURA | he'ralks juſt as if it were, all out of a book ; whit 
I., Fun, Then you don't know half you will have wou'd you giye io. be able to utter ſuch words ? 
to go through. ; * | I. Fun. And what mould Ido with them ? then 
E. Fun, Look you, brother, I know what you| holiday terms wou'd not paſs in my ſhop; there? 
| wou'd be at; you don't mean 1 ſhould marry at all, no baying and ſeliidg with them, * 
I. Fun. Indeed, brother Zachary, you wrong mej{ Cruel. Your obſervation is pithy and pertinent 
1 ſbou d with 9 ſee 2 equally 2 different tations different idioms demand, polil 
_Uipt is, to one of your een and condition. periods accord ill wi e mo of mechanic; 
D 2. Fun, You wou'd J don't doubt it; by t:ha\by nde 
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kind of coin, for the eaſe and convenience of iu 
nor traffic, ſo it is indulg'd with a vernacular or 
vicious vulgar phraſeology, to carry on their inter- 
locutory commerce; but I doubt, Sir, I ſoar above 
tie tec lon of your comprehenſion ? 

I. Fun. Why if you wou'd come down a ſtep or 
two, I can't ſay but I ſhou'd underſtand you the 
better. 

Z. Fun. And I too. N 

Cruel. Then to the familiar I fall: if the gen- 
tleman has any ambition to ſhine at a veitry, a 
common- hall, or even a convivial club, 1 can iup- 
ply him with ample materials. 

J. Fun. No, 1 have no ſuch defire. 

Gruel. Not to loſe time; your, brother here, (for 
ſuch l nnd the gentleman is) in other teſpects a 
common man like yourſelt 

Z. Fun. No betrer. 

Gruel, Ob erve how alter'd by means of my art 
Are you prepar'd in the ſpeech on the great impor- 
tance of trade? 

Z. Fun, Pretty well, I believe. 
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wiſe mortal wound on this occaſion ſuſtained by de- 
corum. _ | 

Z. Fun. Cicatriſe! I could hear him all day. 
He is a wonderful man. Well, Mr. Gruel, to- 
morrow we witlat it again. 

Gruel, You will find me prompt at your ſlighteſt 
volition. 

Z. Fun. I wiſh, brother Iſaac, I could have ftaid, 

you ſhould have heard ine oration way like a laws 
yer, about pleadings and piecedents, but all in good 
time. [ Exit Fungus, 
M. Mech. This gentleman, Sir, will gain you 
vaſt ctedit. 
Gruel, Yes, Ma'am, the capabilities of the gen- 
tleman, 1 confeſs, are enormous; and as to you 1 
am indebted for this promiſing pupil, you will per- 
mit me to ex»unze the obligation by an inſtanta- 
neous and gratis lecture on that ſpecies of eloquence 
peculiar to ladies. 

M.. Mech. Oh, Sir, I have no fort of occafion—— 

Gruel. As to that biped, man, (for ſuch ] define 
him to be) a male or maſculine manner belongs— / 

Mrs. Mech. Any other time, good Mr. Gruel. 


Cruel, Let your | geiticulatiuns be chaſte, and 
your muſculzr movements conſiſtent, | 

Z. Fun. Never tear 

Eater jenny, ard avbiſpers Mrs. Mechlin. 
Mrs. Mechlin, you || ſtay ? 

Mrs. Mech. A little bufineſs, I'll return in an 
inſtant, [Exit Mrs. Mechlin. 

Cruel. A little here to the left, if you pleale, S r, 
there you will only catch his profile—that's right— 
now you will have the full force of his face; one, 
two, three; now off you go. 

Z. Fun, When I conſider the vaſt importance of 
this day's debate; when I revolve the various vi- 
ciſſitudes that this ſoil has ſuſtain'd; when 1 pon- 
der what our painted progenitors were; and what 
we, their civilized ſucceſſors are; when | reflect, 
that they fed on crab- apples and cheſnut 

Cruel. Pignuts, good Sir, if you pleaſe, 

Z. Fun, Youareright; crab-apples and pighuts; 
and that we feaſt on g een-peas, and on cuſtards : 
when I trace in the reccrding hiſtorical page, thai 
their floods gave them nothing but frogs, and now! 
know we have fiſh by land-carriage, I am loft in 
amazement at the prodigious power of commerce. 
Hail, commerce ! daughter of induſtry, conſort to 
credit, parent of opulence, full ſiſter io liberty, an 
great-grandmother to the art of navigation 

J. Fun. Why this gentle woman has a pedigree as 
long as your wife's, brother Zac. N 

Z. Fus. Pr'ythee, Iſaac, be quiet —art of navi- 
Bation—a—a—vigation.—Zooks, that fellow has 
put me quite out, 

Cruel. It matters not; this day's performance 
has largely fulfili*d your yeſterday's promiſe. 

Z. Fun. But 1 han't half done, the beſt is te 
come; let me juſt give him that part about turn- 
pegs—for the Nloughs, the mires, the ruts, the 
impaſſable bogs, that the languid, but generous, 
fieed travelled through; he now pricks up his cars, 
he neighs, he canters, he capers through a-whole 


* 


region of turnpegs. 


Enter Mrs. Mechlin. + 


M., Mech. Your riding - maſter is below. 

Z. Fun. Oadſo d then here we mult end. You'll 
pardon me, good Mr. Gruel; for as 1 want co be 
a finiſhed gentleman as ſoon ns I'can, it is impoſſible 
for me to ſtick long to any one thing. 

Gruel, Sir, though your exit is rather abrupt, 
yet the multiplicity of your avocations do, (as 


Gruel. So to that biped, woman, ſhe partici- 
1ating of his general nature, the word homo, in 
Latin, being promiſcuouſly uſed as woman or man 

Mrs. Mech, For Heaven's ſake— | 

Cruel. But being caſt in a more tender and deli- 
cat* mould 

Mrs. Mech. Sir, | have twentypeople in waiting 

Cruel. The ſoft, ſupple, infinuating grace 
_ Mrs. Mech. | muſt infit— 

Cruel. Do appertain, (as | may ſay) ina more pe- 
culiar, or particular, Manner—— 

Mrs. Mech. Nay, then 

Cruel, Her rank, in the order of entitie , 

Mrs. Mech, | muſt thruſt you out of my houſe. 

Gruel. Nat calling her forth 

Mrs. Mech. Was there ever ſuch a— 

. Pu fping bim out. 

Re-enter Gruel. P 

Gruel, To thoſe eminent, hazardous, and, (as 
may (ay) perilous conflicts. which ſo often 

Mrs. Mech.Get down ſtairs, and be hang'd to you. 
[ Puſbes him our.) There he goes, as | live, from 
the top to the bottom ; I hope, I han't done him a 
miſchief: You ar'n't burt, Mr. Gruel ? — No, atl's 
ſaſe ; 1 hear him going on with his ſpeech ; an im- 
oertinertpuppy,! _ | 

I. Fun. Impertinent, indeed. I wonder all thoſe 
people don't turn your head, Mrs. Mechlin. : 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, I am pretty well us'd to em. 
But who comes here ! Mr, Iſaac, if you will ttep 
into the next room, I }ave ſomething to communi- 
cate that well deſerves your attention. 

' | [Exit Iſaac Fungus. 

FR Enter Simon. | X 

Sim. Doctor Catgut at the foot of the airs. 

Mrs. Mech. The devil he is! What cen hare 
brought him at this time of day ?— Watch, Simon, 
that nobody comes up whilſt he is here, [L 
Simon.] I hope he has not heard of the pretty pre- 
ſent we ſent him to day, x 

Enter Dr, Catgut. 
| Dr. Cat. Madam Mechün, your humble. I 
have, Ma'am, - received a couple of compliments 


* 


from your manſion this morning; one I find from a 


iodger of yours, the other, I preſume, from your 


niece; but for the laſt, I rather ſuppoſe I am ia 


debted to you. | | 
Met. Mech. Me! indeed, Dector, you are wide- 
ly miſtaken ; I aſſure you, Sir, fince your bufineſs 


I nay lay) in ſome meaſure, cicatrize the ather- 


aroke out, I have never ſet eyes of her one. 


— _ 
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Dr. Cat. Then I am falſely informed. 

Mrs. Mech. But after all, you muſt own itis but 
. what you deſerve; I wonder, Doctor 
leave off theſe tricks. 

Dr. Cat. Why, what-can I do, Mrs. Mechlin ? 
my conſtitution requires it, 

Mrs. Mech. Indeed, I ſhould not have thenght it. 

Dr. Cat. Then the dear little devils are fo deſ- 
perately fond. | 

Met. Mich. Without doubt. | | 
Dr. Cat. And for frolick, flirtation, diligence, 
dre ſa, and addreſs ——— 

Mrs. Mech. To be ſure, 

Dr.Cat. For what you call genuine gallantry, fe 
men, | flatter my ſelf, will be found that can match me. 
Met. Mech. Oh, that's a point given up. 

Pr. Cat. Hark ye, Molly Mechlin; let me pe- 
riſh, child, you look divinely to-day. 
' Mrs. Mecb. Indeed! 

Dr. Cat. But that I have two or three affairs on 
my hands, I ſhould be poſitively tempted to trifle 
with thee a little. | 

Mrs: Mech. Ay, but doctor, confider T am not of 
a trifling age, it would be only loſing your time, 

Dr. Cat. Ha, ſo coy! But apropos, Molly; this 
Jodger of yours; who is he, and what dees he want? 

Mri. Mech, You have heard of the great Mr. 
Fungus? . 

Dr. Cat. Well! x 
- Mrs. Mecb. Being informed of your ſkill and abi- 
lities, he has ſent for you to teach him to ſing. 

Dr. Cat. Me teach him to fing! What does the 
ſeoundiel mean to affront me? 

Mrs. Mech. Aﬀronc you! 

Dr. Cat. Why, don't you know, child, that 1 
quitted that paltry profefſion ? 

Mrs. Mech. Not 1. 

Dr. Cat. Oh, intirely renounc'd it. 

Mrs. Mech Then what may you follow ar preſent ? 

- Dr. Cat. Mel —nothing. I am a poet, my dear. 

Met. Mech. A poet! j 
Dr. Cat. A poet. The muſes; you know I was 
always fond of the ladies: I fuppoſe you have heard 
of Shakeſpeare, and Shadwell, of Tom Brown, and 
of Milton, and Hudibras ? 

Met. Mech. I have. 

Dr. Cat. I ſhall blaft ell their laurels, by pad; 1 
have juſt given the public a tafte, but there's a belly- 
_— them in my larder av home. 
.. Mech. Upon word, ſurpriſe me ; 
* ry a ti © to be learn d PAY Pos 


| 


| 


rays is 
« Cat. Doubtleſs, Capital as 1 am, I have not 
__ it above a couple of years. 

5s Mecb. And cou d you communicate your 
art to another? 

Dr. Car. To be fure. Why I have here in my 
pocket, my dear, a whole folio of rhymes, from 2 
quite to great A. Let us fee, A, ay, here it be- 
bins, A, aſs, paſs, graſs, maſs, laſs, and ſo quite 
thro* the alphabet down to Z. Zounds, 5 
mounds, pounds, hounds. * | 

Mrs. Mech. And what do you do with thoſe 
rhymes? 4p ae | 

Dr. Cat. Oh, we ſupply them. * 

M. Mecb. Supply them ? | | 

Dr. Car. Ay, fill them up, 28 1 will ſhe w u. 
Laſt week, in a ramble to Dulwich, I made theſe 


| 


, you don't 4 


— 


Tux COMMISS AR T. 


Blithe.and merry, 2 

Ai a lively country laſi 
Mys. Mecb, Very pretty. | 
Dr. Cat. A'n't it. Then ke replies: 

Hear the farmer cry out, Zounds ! 

Ai be trudges through the grounds, 

| Yorder, beaſt has broke my mound: ; 

If the pariſh hat mo pounds, 

Kill, and give bim to the bounds. 
Then Da Capo, both join in repeating the lat 
Ranza; and this tack'd to a tolerable tune, will ton 
you for a couple of months. You obſerve? 
Mrs. Mech, Clearly, As our gentleman is de- 
firous to learn all kinds of things, 1 can't hel 
thinking but he will take a fancy to this. 
Dr. Cas. In that caſe, he may command me, my 
dear; and I promiſe you, in a couple of months, be 
ſhall know «s much of the matter as I do. 
Mrs. Mech, At preſent he is a little engaged, but 
as ſoon as the honey-moon is over 
Dr. Cat. Honey-moon! Why, is he going to be 
marry'd ? 
Mrs. Mech. This evening, I fancy. 
Dr. Cat. The fineſt opportunity for an intro- 
duction, in nature; I have by me, Ma'am Mech- 
lin, of my own compoſition, ſuch an epithalmium. 
Mrs. Mech. Thalmium, what's that 
Dr. Cat. A kind of an elegy, that we poets com- 
poſe at the ſolemnirstion of weddings. 


| 


the maſi, f 


Mrsi. Mech. Oh, ha! Your 
Dr. Cat. It is ſet to mufick already; for I fill I hav 
compoſe for myſelf. tlema 
Mrs. Mech. You do? M. 
Dr. Cat. Ves. What think you now of pro- wen 
viding a band, and ſcrenading the Iquire to-night? 0 
lt will be a pretty extempoe compliment. 
Mrs, Merb. Ihe prettieſt thought in the world. g Ha 
But 1 hear Mr. Fungus's bell. You'll excuſe me, Pal 
dear Doctor, you may ſuppoſe we are buſy. Mrs. 
Dr. Cat. No apulogy thenz I'll about it this in- L. 
ſtant, N I am 
Mrs. Mech. As ſoon as you pleaſe— Any thing to — 
get you out of the way. [Alde, and exit, ha 
Dr. Cot. Your obſequious, good Madam Mcch- * 
lin. But notwithftanding all your fine ſpeeches, [ ever 
ſbrewdly ſuſpect my bleſſed bargain at home was 2 = 
preſent trom you; and what hall I do with it 1 
Theſe liatle embaraſſes we men of intrigue are etcr- * 
nally ſubject to, There will be no ſending it back. 7 
She will never let it enter the houſe.— Hey gad, 111 
lucky thought is come into my head —this ſerenade > 


is finely contrivrd.— Madam Mechlin ſhall have 
her couſin again, for I will return her bye-blow in 
the body of a double baſe-viol ; ſo the bad ſhall have 
2 concert as well as the ſquire. 

[Exit Dr. Catgut. 


2 — 4 — bþ 
AQ: M. 
SCENE ' continues. 

Enter Harpy, Young Loveit, and Jenny: 


r LL your miſtreſs my name is Harp); 
ſhe knows me, and how precious my 
time is. 


Jen. Mr. Harpy, the attorney, of Furnival's Ian! 
| [Exit Jens). 


rhymes into a duet for a new comic opera 1 have on 
the ftocks. Mind, for 1 look upon the words as a 
model pac that ſort of writing. 

Firſt ſhe . There to ſee the fluggi/> of, | 
N * Tbrough the „ 
Fating up the furmer v graſs, 


Har. The ſame. Ay, ay, young 4 — 

this is = woman; I warrant your buſineſs 1s 

done. You knew r that matt) 4 

Mr. Abednigo Potiphar, the Jew broker! 
T. Lev. Idid. 


Her, And Robin Rainbow, the happy bu 
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hand of the widow Champanſy, from the iſle of St. 


Kitt's ? 
Y, Lov. 1 have ſeen him. 


lis a much better reſource than a uſurer ; and there 
are in this town a number of kind - hearted widows, 
that take a pleaſure in repairing the injuries done by 


Har. All owing to ber. Her ſucceſs in that fortune to handſome young fellows. 


branch of bufineſs is wonderful! Why, 1 dare be- 
lere, ſince laſt ſummer, ſhe has not ſent off leſs 
than forty couple to Edinburgh. 

7. Leu. Indeed She muſt be very adroit. 

Har. Adroit ! You ſhall judge. 


Har. Mrs. Mechlin has reaſon, 
F. Lov. But, dear Ma'am, what can I do with a 
Wie 


Mrs. Mech. Do! Why, like other youtty fellows 


I will tell you af who marry ladies a little ſtricken in years ; make 


caſe: you know the large brick-bouſe at Peckham, her your banker and fiewaid. If you ay but the 


with a turret at top ? 

7. Lov. Well. 

Har. There liv'd Miſs Cicely Mite, the only 
daughter of old Mite the cheeſemonger, at the cor- 
ner of Newgate ftreet, — turn d of fourteen, and 
under the wing of an old maiden aunt, as watchful 
1 a dragon—but huſh—I bear Mrs. Mechlin, 1'11 
take another ſeaſon to finiſh my tale. 8 

Y. Lev. But, Mr. Harpy, as theſe kind of wo- 
mea are a good deal given to gofſiping, I wou'd ra- 
ther my real name was a ſecret till there is a fort of 


neceſſity. | 
Har. Goſſiping! She, lord help you, the is as 
cloſe as a Catholic confgſlor. 
T. Low. That may be, but you muſt give me 
leave to inſiſt. 
Har. Well, well, as you pleaſe. 
Emer Mrs. Mechlin. 
Your humble ſervant, good Madam Mehclin ; 
I * the liberty te introduce a young gen- 
tleman, a friend of mine, to crave your aſſiftanee. 
Mrs. Mech. Any friend of yours, Mr, Harpy; 
won't you be ſeated, Sir. 
7. Lov. Ma'am. [They fit down. 
Mrs. Mech. And pray, Sir, how can | ſerve you? 
Har, Why, Ma am, the gentleman's ſituation 
i5— but, 
Mrs. Mechlin yourſelf. 
Y. L. Why, you ate to know, Ma'am, that 


1am juſt eſcap'd from the univerſity, where (1 reedſ the 


not tell you) you arc greatly eſteem d. 
Mrs. Mech Very obliging. 1 muſt own, Sir, 1 


have had a very great reſpe&t for that learned body, | tha 


ever ſince they made a near and dear friend of mine 
a doctor of muſic, ; | 


T. Lov. Yes, Ma'am, I remember the gentleman. 


word, before night I'l] give you a widow with two 
thouſand a year in her pocket. 

T. Lov. Two thouſand a year ! a pretty employ- 
ment, if the reſidence cou'd but be diſpens d with. 

Mrs Mech. What do you mean by rafidence ? Do 
pou = a gentleman, like a pitiful trader, is to 
de eternally tack'd to his wife's petticoat : when ſhe 
is in town, be you in the country; as ſhe ſhifts do 
vou ſhift, Why, you nees not be with her above 
thirty days in the year; and let me tell you, you 
won't find a more eaſy condition ; twelve monthy 
ſubſiſtence for one month's labour 

T. Lov, Two thouſand a year, you are ſure ? 

Mt. Mech. The leaſt penny. 

T. Lov. Well, Madam, you ſhall diſpoſe of me 
juſt as you pleaſe. | | 
Mrs: Merb. Very well, if you will call in half an 
hour at fartheſt, I believe we ſhall finiſh the buſineſs. 

T. Lev. In half an hour? 

Mrs. Mech, Preciſely, Oh, diſpatch is the very 
life and ſoul of my trade. Mr. Harpy will tell you 
my terme, you will find them reaſonable enough. 

Har. Oh, I am fure we ſhall have no diſpute 
about thoſe. | 
Y. Lov. No, no. k. 
Mei. Mecb. Oh, but Mr. Harpy, it may be pro- 


ir, you had better ſtate your caſe toſper to mention that the gentlewoman, the party, is 


upwards of fixty, 

Y. Lov. With all my heart; it is the purſe; not 
perſon, I want! Sixty! the is auite a gil; I 
with with all my foul ſhe was ninety.  * 

| Mri. Mech. Get you gone, you are a devily I ſee 


t. 

T. Lov. Well, for half an hour, ſweet Mrs. 

Mechlin, adieu. —— Young Loveit and Harpy. 
Mrs. Mech. oh! I have provided for my dow 


Mr: Mech. Do you know him, Sir? I expect him|ager from Devonſhire-ſquare, and now to cater for 


here every minute to inſtruct a lodger of mine. 
T. Lov. Not intimately. 


Mri. Mech, What, the whole! | 
Y. Lov. Every ſhilling. That is, for her life. 
Mrs. Mech, And to what ſum may it amount ? 

7. Lev. Why, 


thatatr her 1 ſhall inherit fifty or fixty thouſand 


Mri. Mech. Upon my word, a capital ſum. 


YT. Lov. But of what uſe, my dear Mrs. Mech- 


lin, fiace the refuſes to advance me a guinea upon 


the credit of it, and while the graſs groww—you 


know the 
N. 


erb.— 


Juſt my ſituation. 


| oo _ Have you Sought of nothing fot 


. Low," 1 am reſolved to be gutded by you. 
Mri. Mech, What do you thipk of a wife? 
T. Lov, A wife! ATT 


A. Meth, Conde, come, don't deſpiſe my 24 
me; when a young man's finances are low, 2 wife{ladythip? 


f Juſt arri vd, but laſt 

night; upon my coming to town I found my rather 

— and all his fortune devi d to his relit, my lin, any news from the lady ? 
er, 


eb, What, I ſuppoſe you want ſome- 
wing for preſent ſubſiſtence. \ 


my Commiſſary. Here he comes. 
Enter Fungus and Bridoun. | 
Fun, So, in fix weeks —OQOb, Mrs. Aech- 


Mrs. Mech, | expect her here every moment. She 
is conſcious that in this ſtep, ſhe deſcends from her 
dignity ;z but being deſirous to ſcreen you from the 
fury of her noble relations, ſhe is determined to let 


mother is eternally telling me, them ſee that the act ans deed is intireſj ber own. 
Fun. Very kind, very obliging inderd. But, Mrs. 
Mechlin, as the family is fo furioys, I reckon we 
ſhall never be reconcil'd. 4 

Met. Mech. I don't know thay, When you have 


; 


| Ari. Mech. But I muſt prepare matters for the 
iady's reception. | == 4 
wr, By all means.” The jewels are ſont ty het 


F 
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Mrs, Mech. To be fare. 
Fan. Aud the ring for her ladyſhip, and ber lo- 
a s licence? 
4. Mecb. Ay, 4755 and ber lady bip't parſon 
too; all are prepar d. 
Fun. Parſon! why won't her ladz\hip pleaſe to 
be marry'd at Pol $2 
Mrs. Mech. Lord, Mr. Fungus, do you think a 
lady of her rank and condition would bear ta be ſeen 
in public at once with a perſon like you ? 
Fon, That's true, I— 
+ Mech. No, no; I have ſent to De. Tickle- 


text, and the bufineſs will be done | in the parlour] 


- As you and her ladyſhip pleaſes, good Mrs. 
2 Mech. You will get "dreſs'd as ſoon as you 
| 0 5 T Ball diy take a ſhort leflon from Mr, 


Bridoun, and then wait her ladyſhip's pleaſures | Bri 


Mrs. Mechlin, may My brother be by? _ 

Mrs. Mech. Ay, uy, provided his being ſa is kept 
a ſecret from her. 

Fun, Nevet fear. Exit Mis. Mechlin. 
Well, Mr. Bridoun, and you think I am S. a 
little 

rid. A great deal. 


Fus. And e! in « month or he — I may i 


be able to prance upon a long - cail'd horſe in rer 

park, wit out any danger of falling 4. 

Bid. Wichoutdoube. 

Fus, It will be vaſt pleaſant, in the heat of the 
day, to canter along the King's-road, fide by fide 
with the ladies, in the thick of the duſt; but that 
I muſt not hope for this ſummer. 

. 1 don't know that, if you follow it cloſe, 
Fas. Neyer ſeat 1 I man- i be ſparing oi Rut 
come, Come, let us get to our bulinels—— John, 

have the Carpenters brought home my new horſe? 

Enter john. 

bn. It is here, Sins upon the cop of the fairs, 
wn, Thea fetch it in, in an infant. [Exit 
John. What a deal of time and trouble there 
goes, Mr. Bridoun, to the making a geatleman. 
"And. do your gentlemen born, now, (for | reckon 
you have had of all forts) take as much pains as we 


ED To be ſurez'but they begin at an earlier 


py hl There 5s ſomething in that; I did not 
: know but they — be 8 . now, 


in 2 their larni 
Fon. 


Diſpoſtion as — differ, 

Ys ay, ing in nater, I warrant; 
the a of blackamoors will ſwim 

come into the world. * 


with 4 werden ber 
Ode me yy e 
Brid. Here, ny lads, e it dete —vety well, 
where's your de, Nh, Mr. Fungus?» 


Erd, Mew let me lde you veult n bly into your 
pat 5 you are Rt on the * Mr. 
Fan 1 am ſo, indeed, eb we l ſoon de diſy that, 


New we 8 800 due bv lay hold 
of cby mave — 


qo they 
' ay ſoon as N 


rid. U *t mount kim Nicht- 
om. I e but this red is Ia devi b tall 
_— Bri4oug; don't think {he'll tio ove ? 


Rfid. Never | 
Well, if — can't kicks th ay one 


Fes. We 
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Bid Now mind your, 
Fun. Stay till 1 recover my oind. 
Brid. Let your head be erect. 
Fus. There; 
Brid. And your 'ſhoulders fall eafily hack. 
Brid. Your ſwitch perpendicular in your right. 
hand=Y ourright——that is it, your left to the bridle. 
Fun. There, 
Brid., Your knees in, and your toes out. 
un. There. 
Brid. Are you ready ! 
Fun, When you will. 
Brid, Off Jou to. | 
Fun. Don't let him hallop at fic, 
| . Brid. Very well : preſerve your poſition, 
Fus. } warrant. 
Rad, Does he carry eaſy ? 
Fun. All the world like a LOO But, Mr. 
doun, Igo at a wonderful rate. 
Brig. Mind your knees. 
Fun. Ay, ay, | can't think but this here horſe 
ſands (till very near as faſt as another can gallop. 
Brid. Mind your toes. 
Fun. Ho, ſtop the horſes Zounes ! I'm out of 
che ſtirrups, I can't fit him no longer; there 1 


| [ Falls off, 
Brid. I hope you ar'n't hurt? 
Fus. My left bip has alittle confuſion. 
Brid. A trifle, quite an | accident; it might 
happen to the very bet rider in England. 
Fan. Indeed ! 
Brid. We have ſuch things happen 77 day at 
the manege ; but you are vaſtly j 

Fun, Why I am grown bolder a Ali and, 
Mr, Bridoun, when do you think I may venture to 
ride a live horſe ? 

Brid. The very inſtant you are able to keep your 
ſeat on a dead ene 
Fater Mrs, Mechlins 

Mes. Mech. Bleſs me, Mr. Fungus, how you are 
trifling your time | expect Lady Sachariſſa every 
. and ſee what a trim you arc in, 

Fun, I beg pardon, good Madam Mechlin, I'll 
be equipp'd in a couple of minutes z where will her 
| p pleaſe to receive ? 

2 Meib. In this room, to be ſure; come, 
ry ſtir. 

Fun. I have had a little fall from my horſe—l'll 
go'as faſt as I- Mr. Bridoun, will you lend mea 
lift? E eunt Fungus d Rridoun. 

Mrs. Mech, There— Jenny, ſhow Mrs. Loveit 
in hete - Who's there 

| Enter Servants. 
Pray move that piece of lumber out of the way. 
Come, come, make haſte. Madam, If you'll fte 
in here for a moment. 
Enter Mrs. Loveit. . 

Mrs. Lev. So, ſo, Mrs. Mechlin; well, yo 
ſee I am true to my time and how have you 
throve, my good woman? 

Me. Mech. Beyond expectations. 
Mrs. Lev. Indeed! And have you provided 1 
party ? 
Mrs. Mech. Ay, 2), and ſuch a party, you might 
ſearch the town round before you cou'd meet with 
his fellow : be'il ſuit you in every reſpect. 
Nes. Low. As how, as how, my dear woman ? 
Mrs. Meth. A gentleman by birth and A breed- 
ing, none of your little whites: einnpper Jock „ h 
a countenance as comely, an . port. 
vo, 


| 


however, 


er Sans can but 
ot | 


eon t yo 


of then 
very we 
what ri 


right 
riale. 
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1 Lov. What is it ? 

Mrs: Mech. His age. 3 

Mri. Lev. by ! how, how ? a 

Mri. Mech. Why, he is rather under your mark 
Jam afraid; not above twenty at moſt, | 

Met. Liv. Well, well, ſo he anſwers in every 
thing elſe, we muſt overicok that; for, Mrs. 
Mechlin, there is no expecting perteRion below. 

Mrs. Mech. True, Mam. 

Mes. Low, And where is he? 

Mei- Mech, 1 look for him eyery minute; if 
jon will but ſtep into the drawing toom, I have 
given bim ſuch a picture, that I am ſute he is full 
u impatient as you. 

Mrs. Low. My dear woman, you are ſo kind and 
obliging : but, Mrs, Mechlin, how do I look ? 
don't flatter me, do you think my figure will ſtrike 
him ? f 

Mi. Mech. Or he muſt be blind, 

Mri. L:4, Y on may juſt hint black don't become 
me, that I ain a little paler of late ; the loſs of a 
huſband one loves will cauſe an alteration, you 
know, 

Men. Mech. True; oh, be will make an allow-| 
ance for that. 

Mrs. Leu. But things will come round in a trice. 

[Exit Mrs. Loveit. 
Enter Simon. | 

Sim. Madam, Miſs Dolly is dizen'd out, and 
every thing ready. 

Mrs. Mech. Let her wait for the Commiſſary 
here, I will introduce him the inftant he is dreſs'd. 

__— [Exit Mrs. Mechlin. 

Sim. Miſs Dolly, you may came in, your aun! 

will be here in an inſtant, ; 
Ester Dolly and Jenny. 

Dilly. Huth, Simon, buſh; to your poſt. 

Sim, ] am gone Exit Simon. 
_ Weli, Jenny, and have I the true quality 
a) | 


7 

Jen, Az perfectly, Ma'am, as if you had been 
ded to the buſineſs ; and for figure, I defy the firſt 
of them all. For my part, ] think Mr. Fungus 
very welt off; when the ſecret comes out I don't ſee 
what right he has to be angry. 

Dolly. Oh, when once he is noos'd, let bim 
firuggie as much as he will, the cord will be drawn 
only the ligh ter. 

Ja. Ay, ay, we may truſt to your management. 
| hope, Mifs, 1 ſhall baye the honour to follow 
your fortunes ; there will be no bearing this houſe, 
when once yuu have left it. . 

Dilly. No, Jenny, it would be barbarous to rob 
wy aunt of fo uſeful a fecond ; beſides, for miſtreſs 
my maid, we rather know one another a littis too 

# of | 

Jen. Indeed! but here comes Mr. F $; re- 
member diſtance and dignity, pede 

Dolly. 1 warrant you, wench. 

Jen. So, I ſee what | have to hope. Our young 
hilly ſeems to be ſecure of her match; but 1 may 
halte her the wrong fide the poſt: we will have a 
tral, however, but I muſt ſee and find out the 


Emer Z. Fungus, and Mrs. Mechlin. 
Fan, Yes, ſcazlet is vaſtly becoming, and takes 
"ery much with che ladies; quite proper too, as I: 
been in the army. : 
Mr. Mech. Stay where you are till you are an- 
wound d to the l dy. Mr. Fungus begs leave to 


lit 
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Fun, One, two, three, ha! Will that do? 
Mrs, Mech. Petty well. | 

Fun. May I b:gin to make love? 

H. Mech. When you will. | he 

Fun, Now ſtand my friend, Mr. Cruel. But 
ſhe has fuch a deal of dignity that ſhe daſhes me 
quite. 1 

M.. Mech. Courage. 

Fun. Here, hold the paper to prompt me in caſt 
I fhou'd ſtumble Madam, or, May it pleafe your 
ladyſhip, When | preponderate the grandeur of your 
high ginnyalogys and the mercantile meanneſs of 
my dingy deſcent; when I conſider that your an- 
ceſtors, like Admiral Anſon, ſail'd all round the 
world in the ark; and that it is a*matter of doubt 
whether | ever had any forefathers or no; I totterg, 
tremble, at the thoughts of my towering ambi- 
tion——Aho;, is not Phaeton next 
b Mi. Mecb. Hey [ Looking at the paper.] No, 
uns. f 
Fun, Right ;—ambition——dignity how debay'd, 
diſtance, bow great; it is as if the link ſhou'd de- 
mand an alliance with kuna z or the buſhy-bramble 
couit the boughs of the ſtately Scotch fit; it is as 
What's next? . 

Mrs. Mech. Next— bey !-1 have loft the place I 
am afraid-—Come, come, enough has been ſaid 
you have ſhew'd the ſenfe you entertain of the ho- 
nour. Upon theſe occaſions, a third perſon is fit- 
reſt to cut matters ſhort, Your ladyſhip hears 
that mo 

Dolly. Yes, yes; 1 keen weel enough what the 
mon wou'd be at. Mrs, Mechlin has ſpear d fike 
things in your great commendations, Mr. Fungus, 
that I cannot but ſay I clik'd a fancy to you from 
the very beginning. 

Fun. Much oblig'd to Mrs. Mechlin, indeed, 
pleaſe your l. ſhip.— WW . > 

Dolly. You ken i am of as auncient a family ay 
any North Briton can boaſt,  - di ner 

Fun. | know it will full well, pleafe your la'ſhip; 

Dolly, And that I ſhall get the ill-wull of a' my 
kin by this match, 9 40 

Fun. 1 am ſorry for that, pleaſe your la- Hip. 

Dolly. Bur after the ceremony it will be proper 
to withdraw from town for a ſhort ſpace o time. * 

Fun. Pleaſe your la ip, what your la ig 
leaſes, | n 
K Dolly. In order to gi that goſſip, Scandal, jull 
time to tire her tongue. Was 3 
Fus. True, your la hip. 
Dolly. I mun expect that the folk will mak' free 


» 3 


v my character in chooſing fike à conſbrt as you, * _ 


? . 


Dolly. WP you, mon? 
Mi. Mech. Hold your __ * 7 
Dolly. Donna you think honour will dra? 
mickfe envy upon you. \ 3 
Fun, Oh, to be ſure, pleaſe your la'ſhip, I did 
not mean that, , | n 38 + 
Dolly. Weel, I fay we'll gang into the country... - 
Fun. As ſoon as your hip pleaſes ; I hate 
ſweet houſt hard by Reading. Nr 
Dolly. You ha'; that's right. 25 2 
Frn. One of the moſt pleaſanteft places that can 
be. again, e wel (HF ſt 
Dolly. Ha' you a good profpet ? ; 
Poke r ſtage · coaches drive every day by. 
the door, befides carts and gentlemen's carriages. 
D-lly. Ah, that — — | Wa 
Mz. Mech. Oh, your ladyſhip will find all 


Fun. And with me too, pieaſe your lap. 8 


#*. 


1 . 


* * 


7 
„ * * 


throw himſelf at your ladyſhip's feet. 
Dei. The mon may dra nich. 
Mri, Mech, Approach. + 


{rhings prepar'd : in the next toom the attorney 


waits with the wri 
Cz 


yea?, 
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[ Exit Dolly 
Fur. Prey, when do you think we (hall bring the 
when the winter ſets in. 
FT. Lev. | hope, Madan Mechlin, I W 
Mri. Mech. He is is the next room with's lady. 
hands after vou. 
wife a wo nen of quality too ? 2 * TO 
Fun. Ay, ay, but you'll follow; for I ſhan't 
+ Hrs. Mech. I will fend you, Sir, your ſpoute in 
Y. Lov. Never fear. [Exit Mrs, Mechlin 
5: Vouchſafe divine perfection No, that won't do 
ſal— I have it. 
Euter Mrs. Loveit. 
Mrs. Lov. That rebel my fon, as 1 live ! 
Rory of Oedipus. . 
. Lv. A ſmall hint 1 receiv'd of your incli- 
out of the family. 
888 me z and that at his very name my 
Men. Low. That is what you want, you diſobe- 
torc'd your father ta take. 
here ; our old lady in tears! 
Mrs. Lov. Lord bleſs me, Mrs. Mech); 
* Len Do.you know who you have 3 
Mera. Mech. Your ſon that's " 


Fus. The honour of your 1:'ſhip's hand 

Mrs. Mech. Not till after the nuptials ; you 
bedding about ? 

Fun. Not before 
exceeded my hour; but 1 expedted Mr. Harpy 
-Oh, Mr. Fungus, this gentleman is ambitious of 
Fes. He's heartily welcome: wh 
Mrs. Mech. No, no, » cit; but monſtrouſly 
know what to ſay to her when we are alone. 
an inſtant : the gentlewoman is a widow, ſo you 
And yet this ſcene. is ſo new, how. to acquit w__ 
for 'a dowager; it is tov humble and whining. But 
„ Claſp'd in the tolds of love I'll meet my doom, 

Ari. Lov. Hah! 

. Lov. The quotation was quite apropos; had 
n. Lov, So, Sirrah, what makes you from 
nations brought me here, Ma'am, in order to pre- 

' Mrs. Lov. Your father? how dare you 

Y boo U. Kad 
Gent unnatural manſter ; but compleat, accompliſh 
Wh Eater Mrs. Mechlin. 

Mi. Lov. Diſappointed a little ; that's all. 

* blunder you have made ene 

Mei, Mech. Not cly 

Mrs. Love Ay, that rebellious, unBaturalome— 
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| 


Mes. Mech. Blunder indeed! But who cou d 


1ave thought itz Why, by your account, Ma'am, 
I imagin'd your ſon was a-child ſcarce out of his 


frocks. Z. 
Mrs. Lov. Here's company coming, fo my repu - the= 
tation will be biaſted for ever. L 
Mri. Mech. Never fear, leave the care on't to me. fervai 
Enter Fungus and Dolly. ware 

Fun, What is the matter ? you make ſuch x do yo 
noiſe, there is no ſuch thing as minding the writ. : « 
ings. mb 
Mrs. Mech, This worthy lady, an old friend offi bert 
mine, not having ſet eyes on her ſon ſince the death Z. 
of his father ; and being apprifed by me, that here hurry 
he might meet with him, came with a true pater. 1. 
nal affection to give him a lictle wholeſome adi. beit 
Mrs. Low. Wel ſaid, Mrs; Mechlin, whole 
Mt. Mech. Which the young man returned [1 boldly 

a way ſo brutal and barbarous, that his poor wo- en. 
ther—be comforted, Ma'am ; you had better te- * 
poſe on my bed. 7 
Mr. Low, Any where to get out of his fight. ptofli 
Met. Mech. Here, Jenny. M 
Mrs. Lev. Do you think you can procure m: ſave 1 
another party. 7 an if 


4 

Mrs. Meck. Never doubt it. : 

Mrs. Lov. Ugh, ugh—— { Exit coughing, 

Mrs, Mech. Bear up a little, Ma'am. 

Fan. Fye upon you, you have thrown the old 
gentle woman into the tericks. 

Y. Lov. Sir! 

Fun. You a man, you are a ſcandal, a ſhame to 
your ſe. | 

Enter Dr, Catgut. 

Dr. Cat. Come, come, Mrs. Mechlin, are the 
couple prepar'd ; the fiddles are tun'd, the bows 
ready rofin'd, und the whole band—Oh, you, Sir, 
are one party I reckon, but where is the—Ah, 
Dolly, what are you here, my dear? 

Dolly. Soh 


Fun, Dolly ! Who the devil can this be ? 

Dr. Cat. As nice and as ſpruce too ! the bride- 
— ] warrant ? why you look as blooming, you 

ut. 

Fun. What can this be? hack ye, Sir! 

Dy. Cat. Well, Sir. | 

Fun. Don't you think you are rather too familiar 
with a lady of her rank and condition? 

* 5 1 and condition: 2 

un. ly! what a pl (ſes the man j 

this is no Dolly, I tell N 1 

Dr. Cat. No! 

Fun, No, thisis Lady Scracarifſa Mackirkiner: 

2 h * 


* Dr, Cat. Who 
from the old, old, old Earl c 


Fun. Deſcended 
Glendowery. | 

Dr. Cat. What the, Dolly Mechlin? 

Fun, Dolly Devil, the man's out of bis with | 
believe. * 

Enter Mrs. Mecþlin. 

Oh, Mrs. Mechlin, will you ſet this matter! 

rights ? - 


Mrs. Mech. How, Dr. Catgut 
Fun, The ſtrangeſt fellow bere has dane d f 
ſtairs, and has Dolly, Dolly, Dolly's my 1#9j 
who the plague can be be? : 
Dr. Cat. Oh, apropos, Molly Mechlin, . 
is this the man that is to be married ? the mn 
"age will never hold good; why he is more rand 
Fus. Mad | Jobn, fetch me the foils; 1 


wn Dey. Maiſter Fungus, you're a little too haſty. 
muſt not expect to be too familiar at firſt, 
Mes. Mech. About the latter end of the 
Zauer Young Loveit, baſtily. 
wou.d call. 
vUtaining the nuptial beuediction from the ſame 
rich ; but your lady will wonder 
[Exit Fungus. 
may throw in what raptures you pleaſe. 
let me recollet—ſome piece of a play no. 
ſee, the door opens, ſo 1 have no time for rehear- 
Aud ad m 
FT. Lov. By all that's monſtrous, my mother ! 
it been a little darker, I might have teviv'd the 
your ſtudies ? 
vent, if poſſible, my father's fortune from going 
aher 
bis dear aſbes? you know well enough how bis dear' 
ſaid, my old matron of Bpheſus. 
your cruelty : ſend me the ſame read your villanies 
Mrs. Mech. Hey-day | What the deuce have we 
Mrs. Mech. Pray, Ma'am, what can occafion— 
Mrs. Mecb. A blunder ! as how ? 
© Mrs. Lov. My 4. 


and tierce you, you 6 


Zater Iſaac Fungus, and Jenny. 
J. Fun. Where's brother, it a'n't over; you 
bent marry d, I hope? 
Z. Fun. No, I believe not; why, what is 


ho cou't 
Mam, 


at of his 
my repu. 


1't to me, 


the — 
L Fus. Pretty hands you are got into !--Your 
ſervant, good Madam; what this is the perſon, I 


40 you know who the is ? 


e ſuch 2 Z. Fun. Who ſhe is ? without doubt. 


2 . J. Fun. No you don't, brother Zac. only the 
friend ſpawn of that devil incarnate, dreſs out at—— 
5 leah Z. Fun, But bark ye, Ifaac, are-—don't be in a 


bur you ſure—— 
I. Fun. Sure— the girl of the houſe, abhorring 
their ſcandalous project, has freely confeſſed the 
whole ſcheme. Jenny, ſtand forth, and anſwer 
boldly to what I ſhall aſk; Ie not this wench the 
woman's niece of the houſe ? 
en. I fancy, the will hardly deny it. 
. Fun, And is not this miſtreſs of yours a moſt 
profligate 
Mrs. Mech. Come, come, Maſter Iſaac, I will 
ſave you the trouble, and cut this matter ſhort in 
an inftant—well then, this girl, this Dolly, is my 
niece; and what then ? 
Z. Fun. And ar'n't you aſham'd? 
T. Low. She aſham'd? I wou'd have told you, 
but I cou'd not get you to liſten; why the brought 
me here to marry my mother. 


that bere 
ue pater- 
e advice, 


turned [1 
poor mo- 
:tter re- 


ſight, 


cure m: 


oug bing, 
the olg 


on us, what a monſter ! to draw a young man in | 
to be guilty of incenſe, But hark brother 


retire. 


ſhame to 


Tux COMMISSARY. 


warrant ; ay, how pretty the puppet is painted? 


Z. Fun. Marry your mother! Lord have mercy} 
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have help'd to deſtroy; but come, Dolly, I'll piece 
thy broken fortunes again; thou haſt a good pretty 
voice, ]'ll teach thee a thrill and a ſhake, perch 
thee amongſt the boughs at one of the gardens z 
and theo as a miſtreſs, which, as the world goes, 
is a much better ſtation than that of a wife, not 
the proudeſt of them all 

Mrs. Mech. Miſtreſs! no, no, we have not 
managed our matters ſo badly. Hark fe, Mr. 
Commiſſary. 

Z. Fun. Well, what do you want? 

' Mrs. Mech. Do you propoſe to conſummate your 
nuptials ? | 
. Z. Fun. That's a pretty queſtion, indeed, 

Mrs. Mech. You have no objeQion then to puy- 
ing the penalty, the contract here that Mr. Harpy 
has drawn. R 

Z. Fun. The contract, hey, brother Iſaac. 

J. Fun. Let me ſee it. 

Mrs. Mech. Soft you there, my maker of can- 
dles, it is as well where it is ; but you need not 
doubt of it's goodneſs: I promiſe you the beſt ad- 
vice has been taken, 

Z. Fun. What a damn'd fiend ; what a harpy! 

Mrs. Mech. And why ſo, my good maſter Fun- 
gus ; is it becauſe I have praftis'd that trade by re- 


tail which you have carried on in the groſs? What 


injury do 1 do the world? I feed on their follies, 
tis true; and the game, the plunder, is fair; but 
the fangs of you and your tribe, 

A whole people have felt, and for ages will feel: 
To their candour and juſtice I make my appeal; 
Tho' a poor humble ſcourge in a national eau 


1 Cat. Gad's my life, what a Pang Arr I 


As I truſt I deſerve, I demand your applauſe. 
| [Exeunt omnct · 


Fu — 


4 


* 
"2 * 
„ 
. id YO » 


